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Surges called out, " Come here, Gronow, and tell us
some London news."

He had made himself a sort of gipsy-tent, with
the aid of some blankets, a sergeant's halberd, and a
couple of muskets. My dear old friend was sitting
upon a knapsack, with Colonel Stuart (who after-
wards lost Ms arm), eating cold pie and drinking
champagne, which Ms serrant had just brought
from Brussels. I was not sorry to partake of his
hospitality, and after talking together some time.,
we were aroused by the drums beating to arms.
We fell in, and the muster-roll having been called,
the piling of arms followed; but we were not
allowed to leave our places.

The position taken up by the British army was
an excellent one: it was a sort of ridge, very
favourable for artillery, and from which all the
movements of the French could be discerned. In
case of any disaster, Wellington had several roads
in Ms rear by which a masterly retreat could have
been effected through the forest on Brussels; but
our glorious commander thought little about re-
treating : on the contrary, he set all his energies
to work, and determined to win the day.

Our brigade was under the orders of General
Maitland, and our division was commanded by Sir
George Cooke. We occupied the right centre of
the British line, and had the chateau of Hougou-
mont at about a quarter of a mile's distance on our
right. Picton was on the extreme left at La Haye
Sainte, with Ms division of two British and one
Hanoverian brigades. Hougoumont was garrisoned
by the 2d and 3d regiments of the Guards, a
battalion of Germans, and two battalions of artillery,of wine and a bit of
